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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Dramady for the beta *hugs*. Please note seemingly random use of a non-rock musican, 


Vince never ceases to amaze me and not always in a good way, this being a case in point. He thinks its funny 


to remind me of my former lovers, so every now and then there's a photo in my in-box. 


So this morning, | suppose it's no surprise, that l'm looking at my screen and remembering, lost in images of a 
past when | was really too fucked up to care and where being part of a pretty boy band could get you in to 
places you shouldn't be.. or so | thought. 


*~K 


It was a shit of a party, a fucking waste of space. | really don't know why | had bothered. The girls weren't 
even worth giving a first glance, let alone a second and the guys weren't any the better. It was a bust and | 
wanted out of there. Of course Vince and Nikki were nowhere to be seen having bagged the best tarts in the 
place the moment we'd walked in the door. So there | was, getting out of my skull on Jag watching bad sex 


going on around me. If there's one thing, to this day, | can't fucking stand it's players who think they have a 
clue when they don't. 


"Fucking awful, isn’t it?" Blinking, | turned my head to the voice. Usually when I'm like that, people knew better 
than to approach me; | give of this ‘get the fuck away from me' vibe apparently. But that one seemed to have 
more balls than sense. It was enough to earn him a second glace rather than a bottle in the face. And that 
second glance really was worth it: dark eyes, dark hair and very cute accent to boot. | knew | should have 


known who | was looking at, but to be honest, | didn't care. 


And apparently neither did he as he leaned against me and snagged my bottle, taking a long pull and then 
spluttered, his eyes watering which l'm afraid to say just made me laugh; jagermeister after all is a very 
acquired taste. Being laughed at didn't sit at all well with Pretty Eyes at all; who turned out to be a lot 
stronger than he looked as | found myself flat on my back with him kneeling over me. Looking up, | could saw a 


glimpse of something | wasn't expecting, something that went straight to my cock. 


Leather has a lot to answer for, specially the spray painted on kind we wore back then. ‘Cause as he looked 
down my body, that glimpse became a dark smile not quite a smirk but still something that just made matters 
worse made even more so by his hand cupping me and giving a rough squeeze which had me bucking. Which did 
bring a smirk which I've never worked out was from me proving the rumors true or from the reactions he 
gained - or maybe even both. Either way | certainly wasn't complaining as he worked my fly open and then 
took me down his throat. And amazingly for someone who's never been with me before he managed a good 


deal of it. 


With one helluva lot of skill too. | was seeing stars and riding the edge before | knew what hit me. And on that 
edge | stayed. He kept me there, could have been minutes-- it felt like hours riding a red wave of pleasure 
that blotted out everything, even the fact that | was on the couch in the middle of some shitty party. The 
fact that whatever had been going on round us had stopped, the fact that we'd become the show. It didn't 


matter; all that mattered was that fucking fantastic mouth on me. 


The red then became white and thought ceased and | was seeing more than just stars. | saw the whole 
universe for a split second before everything went supernova. While | didn't pass out, I'm sure as hell not sure 


how | got myself put away and zipped back up. ‘Cept cute boy was sat there grinning like the proverbial cat. 


"Got something you wanted?" That grin just got wider at that comment, before | found myself dragged out of 
the party and into the back of some fancy limo. Now that had alarm bells ringing just a little. Until he crawled 
into my lap and kissed me. That stopped all bells and all thought right in their tracks. 


The limo led to an even fancier hotel and | really should have at the very least asked who | was with, but then 
something more pressing came up. And where he'd blown my mind before he took his time as though 
something might have been broken if he wasn't careful. Which has to be joke of all time, come on. It's not as 
though it wasn't a well known fact that this drummer boy was something of a slut back then. 


The care... | can't explain it. It touched something in me, brought something out of me that made me play him 


hard, push him further, take him deeper, open myself all the more for him as he pounded into me, my hands 
pinned above my head as he split me open. While not the proportions | have, it was still enough that | felt it 
the next day. Even though the care was there, he took me rough and hard, using me as | liked to be used, 


making me beg for more of his hands, his mouth, his cock, more of him. 

| probably came harder than | ever had at that point. He followed me over, pressing me even further into the 
mattress, his head turning away in a movement. | recognised from the way | behave, when you want to bite 
when you're coming. Leave a mark if only for a short while to say that I've been here, that for one moment 
that person belonged to you. That's why he turned his head as he came and | knew it, didn't stop me wanting 
him to bite me but | understood why he did it. 


As he slipped free, he smiled down at me and snuggled me close to him which amused the fuck out of me. He's 


like what four inches shorter than | am, but it was cool, right? Don't usually get to cuddle either. It was nice. 
Well until the door crashed open the following morning and some snipey little blond started 

"What the fuck did you bring back this time, Roger?" 

*~* 


To this day, | can still hear that high pitched whine and it still fucking grates. As l'm growling softly a mug of 


tea is put into my hands. Don't drink it at any other time, but when he's over or l'm over there. 
"Whatcha looking at?" His chin rests on my shoulder his arms securely round my waist. 
"That'd be you." And | get a soft groan in my ear, which brings a smile. 


"Vince still thinks it's funny to send me the odd picture or three.” | snort into my tea, as | feel his grin against 


the back of my neck 

"What he doesn't know doesn't hurt him..." That comment is oh-so-Rog and oh-so sums up what we are and 
who we are and the amused chuckle that accompanies the rest of the sentence makes me grin even more ".. 
or Nick" 


Those two deserve each other, Vince Neil and Nick Rhodes. Now there's an image | didn't want. 


~End~ 


Note: For anyone who's not gathered Roger is Roger Talylor drummer for Duran Duran 


